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Now

High Above Canada

Brenda flew on autopilot while I tried to stay calm and suppress my anxiousness to get to Susan in Ann Arbor when the encrypted high-frequency circuit came to life. The channel had been dead since the last time I’d spoken with Darren. I was more than a little shocked when the speakers started spitting out his voice. My adopted nephew had seemed sure our last communication would be the final one we’d ever have. Hearing his voice, even distorted by the static caused by the weather conditions outside, gave me a jolt of hope.

“Uncle Frank if you’re receiving this, its Darren. I know when we last spoke I was convinced I was finished but things have changed and I need to talk with you directly. To anyone else who can hear this, my name is Darren Stanley Eddington, Colonel in the Royal SAS, Lord of Blue Stone Keep, and this was almost the day I died. Does that sound melodramatic to you? I guess it might. But if you were looking at things from my point of view, you might decide it’s a perfectly rational assumption. I mean the world does appear to be ending, and even a man with access to the resources I have would have a snowball’s chance in hell making it through the chaos. So, like so many of our brothers and sisters across the globe, this could have been my last night on Earth.

“Maybe I need to get you caught up before I tell you what comes next. Because Uncle Frank, what happens next might be a real game changer. We might have an extremely slim shot of beating back the night and taking back what we’ve lost.

“Alright, pay attention Uncle Frank. I’m only going to have time to tell you the story once. 

“After Niyati and I arrived at the safe house, we were afforded a brief time to rest and swap information. Not much mind you, barely a blink of an eye in this madness, but we needed it. She may be a supernatural creature and I... well you know what I am Uncle Frank, but we were spent after the battle with the arachnids. It was a good thing because she knew a lot that I didn’t, and I knew a thing or two she was unaware of. Our first order of business was ascertaining the Duke of Sussex’s whereabouts.” ​
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MI-6 Safe House, London

“Something is wrong. This door should be locked and secured,” Darren said trying the knob and finding it unlocked. Whether the safe house was occupied or unoccupied, the door should’ve been locked tight. “Something has gone sideways since I checked the houses staus before I abandoned my apartment.”

“How can you tell?” Niyati asked, her eyes scanning the area for the dead and even more important for more of the great enemy’s foot soldiers.

“If they were or weren’t here the door would be locked,” Darren muttered sliding a fake post box aside to reveal a mechanical control panel. “Right now, with the locks disengaged, if we entered the security system would kick in and we’d be in trouble,” he added punching in a series of commands.

“Hurry Lord Eddington,” Niyati growled a feral rumble in her voice. “I can smell more of the dead and they are heading our way. I do not know about you, but I’d rather not be seen.”

“Just one tick,” Darren whispered flipping a switch causing an amber light to glow. “Okay we’re good to go.”

“Thank the Speaker,” Niyati whispered following Darren into the unassuming house and closing the door behind them. “I hate being exposed in the city. Not enough trees to climb to wait to pounce. I hope my brothers and sisters were not caught unawares. In the jungles they would have the advantage, but if they were trapped in the sprawling mass of India’s cities...” she trailed off not wanting to finish the thought.

“Hey now,” Darren said leading her down a wide hallway. “If they are anything like you I’m sure they are managing just fine. I’ve met more than a few Lycanthropes in my time and I’ve always been impressed.”

“I am of the young generation,” Niyati replied following him deeper inside the building. “I was raised in Mumbai and then London. I’ve known the cities just as much as I’ve known the forests and jungles. But the elders only enter the cities when it is needed. If they were caught outside the homelands, I fear for them.”

“I’m a creature of the urban jungle,” Darren said opening the door at the end of the hall. He stood aside to allow her to enter then after crossing the threshold closed and locked the door behind them. Then he went to another, more accessible control box in the entryway and flipped some switches. Steel shutters closed silently on all of the windows, as the sounds of locks engaging across the structure could be heard. Soft yellow light filled the space. “I like to have high buildings and an underground to move around in.”

“We are of different lineages Lord Eddington,” Niyati responded, a slight sound of amusement in her voice. “My people are of the jungles and mountains while yours are of the cities and places of man.”

“My people?” Darren asked arching an eyebrow quizzically.

“That, Lord Eddington, is a story for later,” Niyati said. “What is our next move? How do we locate the Duke of Sussex?”

“All members of the royal family have subdermal Nano RFI chips implanted in them. The equipment here should allow me to locate him,” Darren said. “Also please stop calling me Lord Eddington. My name is Darren or Colonel Eddington if you have to use a title.” 

Old memories of clashes with his father surfaced and resisted his best efforts to quash them. Lord Maynard Eddington had been a stern and unforgiving man. His few friends respected him while his many enemies feared him. Growing up in Blue Stone Manor had been lonely for young Darren. It’d been a world of servants and obligation. He’d wanted for nothing and had access to all the advantages money and position could provide.

All he’d lacked was a mother.

Lady Hannelore Eddington, nee Otto, had died when Darren was only seven. The small private jet she’d been traveling in from her family home in Hesse, Germany had suffered engine failure. The wreckage was located in the North Sea less than twenty-four hours after it dropped off the radar. After her death, Darren’s somewhat standoffish father became even more cold and withdrawn.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
KI! .G OF THE DEAD
BOOIQ 15 'RUN & HYDE?





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





